50                   SUPPER AT THE MILL.
Dark cluster grapes of dusty blue, And small sweet apples bright of hue And crimson to the core.
But she abideth silent, fair, All shaded by her flaxen hair
The blushes come and go ; I look, and I no more can speak Than the red sun that on her cheek
Smiles as he lieth low.
Sometimes the roses by the latch Or scarlet vine-leaves from her thatch
Come sailing down like birds; When from their drifts her board I clear, She thanks me, but I scarce can hear        -
The shyly uttered words.
Oft have I wooed sweet Lettice White By daylight and by candlelight
When we two were apart Some better day come en apace, And let me tell her face to face,
* Maiden, thou hast my heart.'
How gently rock yon poplars high Against the reach of primrose sky
With heaven's pale candles stored ! She sees them all, sweet Lettice White j I '11 e'en go sit again to-night
Why, you young rascal! who would think it, now? No sooner do I stop than you look up. What would you have your poor old father do ? 7T was a brave song, long-winded, and not loud.